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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

the middle of the piece, and delicate rendering of the first 
half of the second section, set in abrupt contrast to the sec- 
ond half, in which the death-whisper of True-Love — and, 
if you will, of all fine things — is drowned by the noise of the 
brass-band: "But his cry is drowned .by the proud band- 
master." 

The first half of the third section, including the quota- 
tion, could be intoned in a semi-priestly manner. Then 
comes the final clamor of the engines. 

The Santa Fe Trail is another experiment in this manner. 

Big general contrasts between the main sections should 
be the rule of the first attempts at improvising. It is the 
hope of the writer that, after two or three readings, each 
line will suggest its own separate touch of melody to the 
performer who has become accustomed to the cadences. Let 
him read what he likes read, and sing what he likes sung. 

The actual Firemen's Ball occurred in Springfield, Illi- 
nois, November 13, 1913. The vast I. N. G. Arsenal was 
jammed with fire-laddies and their sweethearts of an hour. 

N. V. L. 

DOINA 

It is difficult to explain what the word Doina suggests to a 
Roumanian peasant. It seems to mean the very spirit of the 
popular poetry which is sung by native bards to the accom- 
paniment of a simple instrument. 

Mr. Aisen, the translator of our group of poems, who is 
a Roumanian living in Chicago, says : 
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The Doitia has been created by our bitterly persecuted peas- 
ants to keep themselves alive; without it they would have dis- 
appeared. Singing or chanting their sufferings, imagining absent 
happiness, has brought them consolation, given them their only 
joy. One poet sings to the Doina: "Stay with us, for you are 
our Queen ; if you go away, we shall have nothing to live for." 

Living through their poetry, the peasants had to create more 
and more. The Doina is an immense body of wonderful poetry. 
George Cosbuc, the leader of these peasant poets and a man 
of genius, expresses the very quintessence of the Doina. His 
lyric, We Want Land, is the cry of the peasant that has gone 
on for centuries, and still goes on. 

Indeed, it is the cry of the Mexican peon today. 



REVIEWS. 

Love and Liberation, by John Hall Wheelock. Sherman, 

French & Co. 

Mr. Wheelock's verse has a true lyric quality; it is 
simple, sincere, spontaneous, musical. For the best things 
in this latest volume we can only be grateful. And perhaps 
we should not complain if, like Wordsworth and many 
another immortal, he leaves the task of weeding-out to his 
readers. 

But these are crowded days — the poet should do his own 
weeding-out, especially in a large garden of love-songs. For 
one is cloyed by excess, one wearies of repetition, in these 
two hundred and thirty-seven lyrics of love ; the good things 
are smothered by the over-facile, the sentimental— one has to 
search too long for them. 
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